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wide from within, and we entered. I looked in vain for the ser¬ 
vant who, I supposed, would receive our cards ; but, to my surprise, 
Mabel walked straight ahead through the wide hall, without hesi¬ 
tation, appearing quite familiar with the place. There should 
have been a light, I thought, though it was only two o’clock in 
the afternoon; for the interior of this strange mansion was very 






lack of illumination here. I was fairly dazzled by the numerous 
lights, clusters of which, arranged in silver candelabra, helped to 
adorn a long table, at which twenty-five or thirty people were 
seated. There wero flowers in profusion, with a great display of 
silver and cut glass. 


take the slightest notice of our entrance. Near one end of the 










llias in her hair — a fashion which I had heard of 
o a generation ago. It was palpable, too, that her 
false. Withal she was most agreeable and amiably 
presently discovered from her conversation. She 
person who addressed any remark to me, abruptly 
inquiry about my grandfather, and stating in the 
she was from Philadelphia. 



























speech, there arose a cackle of laughter which was presently 
transformed into a general ripple of mirth. And such mirth! 
The like of it I had never heard before, and, please heaven, I 
hope I never may again. It was not like real laughter, but rather 
the empty and strident cachinnation of beings lost to the feelings 
of humanity. 

Pale with anger, I rose to my feet and, steadying myself with 
one hand on the back of my chair, exclaimed: 




















But at this point the banquet was suddenly interrupted by a 
convulsive swaying and creaking of timbers. The table rocked, 
the lights in the silver candelabra flickered, and all was darkness. 
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Failing utterly in all efforts at reconciliation, the half-crazed man 
took the first steamer for New York, having suffered in scarcely 
a fortnight more than in all his previous life. His whole pleasure 
trip had been ruined, he had failed to consummate important 
business arrangements, and now he saw his home broken up and 
his happiness ruined. During the voyage he scarcely left his 
stateroom, but lay there prostrated with agony. In this black 
despondency the one thing that sustained him was the thought of 
meeting his partner. Jack Evelyth, the friend of his boyhood, the 
sharer of his success, the bravest, most loyal fellow in the world. 
In the face of even the most damning circumstances, he felt that 
Evelyth’s rugged common sense would evolve some way of esenpe 
from this hideous nightmare. Upon landing at New York he 
hardly waited for the gang-plank to be lowered before he rushed 

on the wharf. 

are the only man in the world who can help me." 

An hour later Burwell sat at his friend's dinner table, talking 
over the situation. 

Evelyth was all kindness, and several times as he listened to 
Burwell's story his eyes filled with tears. 

41 It does not seem possible, Richard," he said, “ that such things 
can be ; but I will stand by you; we will fight it out together. 
But we cannot strike in the dark. Let me see this card.” 

“ There is the damned thing,” Burwell said, throwing it on the 

Evelyth opened the envelope, took out the card, and fixed his 
eyes on the sprawling purple characters. 




wr possessed him. 

■om his possession. Upon returning 








pathic love to Miriam Foote, need simply drop to sleep, o 
certain night, with a strong determination to send his pliant: 
to the young woman with an eloquent plea of affection. T 
was all. It was not even necessary for him to furnish the gem 
substance, introduction, or any portion of this glowing addr 
He need simply specify that it should be passionate and rich 
verbal color, — ordering a proposal mucli as he would a dinne 


it would be served in proper form. To be sure, this method of 

of such affairs. It might even lie considered that this proposal 
by a sort of phantasmal proxy was hardly fair to the object of 
the experiment. A ghost is, after all, but a ghost, whether it be 
attached to a Ixxlily tenement or be simply a spirit at large, and even 
the most heavenly minded young woman might cherish a preju¬ 
dice in favor of a fleshly lover. On the other hand, however, the 
choice lay not between two methods of wooing, but between this 
and none at all; and how easy, how delightful a method of 
making a proposal of marriage. It could all be performed, like a 
painful surgical operation, during merciful sleep. Then the lover 
when next he met the lady in his every-day person would know 

more Dr. Amsden considered this fascinating project the more 
trivial seemed his scruples against its fulfilment. Indeed, he asked 
himself judicially, was it not a fundamental doctrine of meta¬ 
physics that only the soul was real, and so-called matter was 
simply the shadow cast by the spirit ? This being the case, his 
vulgarly named ghost wsis in reality no ghost at all, while his 
bodily presence was the real phantasm. 

Having arrived at this comfortable, though to the lay mind 
slightly abstruse, conclusion, Amsden wavered no longer. “ I 
will do it,” he said, jumping to his feet. “ I will do it to-night — 
or — no, a few days must be given to subduing the flesh and 
concentrating the energies of the subjective mind. On Saturday 
evening, at the time of my regular weekly call, I will make an 
end to this painful uncertainty. Though I cannot but hope that 
she looks upon my suit with favor, I shall never dare to broach 
the subject of love openly in the flesh. My ghost — or, at least, 












After some months their relatives removed the furnishings, 
and “To Let” appeared in the cottage windows. The house 
was immediately taken by a man from Boston, whose family con¬ 
sisted, beside himself, of his wife and two little girls. None of 






this family had heard the story of the Leslies, nor did they hear 
it until they had been in the cottage for some weeks. 

One night, after they had occupied the dwelling for over a 
week, the man of the family was awakened by a sudden scream. 
His wife awoke at the same moment, and exclaimed: “One of 
the children must have the nightmare, ” but just then the two 
little girls rushed into the room, exclaiming, “ What’s the matter, 
mother ? What are you screaming about ? ” Almost before they 
had finished speaking two more screams in quick succession rang 
through the house. The place was carefully searched, but no 
cause for the disturbance could be found. 

The next night at about the same hour like sounds were heard. 
After that Mr. Weston made inquiries of the neighbors. None 
of them had been disturbed. One suggested that possibly a cat 
was shut up somewhere in the house and had made the noises 
heard, but a careful search of the entire premises failed to dis- 

A week passed without any recurrence of the midnight sounds. 
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The Mystery of the Thirty Millions. 


eight o’clock on the morning of March 14, 
1903, the Anglo-American liner, the Okla¬ 
homa, left her dock in North River on her 
regular trip to Southampton. 


I interest, was telegraphed all c 










he had in his arms. The famous robber was very boyish in ap¬ 
pearance, and one of the last persons in the world whom a chance 
acquaintance would think of looking up in the rogues’ galleiy. 
Evidently he was “out for the stuff,” in most approved stage 

















before us. All these details flashed up 

twenty with deliberation, he placed th 
and then, straightening himself up, poii 






to the rear wall, it seemed about fifty feet inward.” 

“ A sort of cave ? ” said Leighton. 

“Yes, but one made by human hands, as we discovered as soon 


as we crossed the threshold. The walls were cut and carved in 







came accustomed to the subdued light, we began to look about us 
more closely. I was examining a pile of bones at the end farthest 
from the opening, comparing them with the skull in our posses¬ 
sion, when, finding them apparently of the usual size, I tossed a 
thigh bone carelessly back on the shelf. It struck the pile with 
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known! I became very intimate with him shortly after reach¬ 
ing Paris. He had a bachelor suite on the Rue de la Paix. His 
principal room, a combination of parlor, smoking-room, and study, 
was fitted up exactly as this one is. Indeed, everything that is 


in this room was in his, except that picture which is veiled. 
Even the wall-paper and ceiling I brought over with me.” 



and must necessarily combine as a single mind. Such a theory 
would destroy utterly our preconceived notions of immortality. 
The individual would no longer exist as an individual, and at 
death would simply be swallowed up by this one great spirit 
mind. This idea is abhorrent to us. Do you foliow me ? ” 

“ Perfectly, thus far,” I replied. 

“ Very well. The next step is to explain Kraig’s notion of the 








tones in spoken words, at the same time it is quite possible 
music composed by a material man would so differ from 




of the composition. In other words, the instrument, played upon 
like a piano, would respond somewhat as though a human voice 


were singing. Thus we should have the spoken words and 
musical tones blended in a single expression of thought. Was 
not that a grand idea ? *’ 


‘ It sounds like insanity to me,” I said dubiously. 

1 And to me, also, at first. Finally, however, I accepted the 





quickly. I glanced around in search of some music and observed 
a freshly written manuscript lying upon Kraig’s desk. This evi¬ 
dently was a composition made expressly for the new instrument. 
I took it w ith suppressed excitement, and with trembling fingei-s 
I began to play.” 

“Well?” I asked excitedly, as Manning paused. I was now 
thoroughly aroused by his weird tale. 

“ My friend,” he continued, “ I hope you will never experience 



“ Here the melody changed, this time wailing out in mournful 
cadences the story of how, an hour before, all the composers 
hopes had been dispelled by a brief note from the woman he had 
worshipped. 


; ’Twas thus she wrote: “ Forgive me, Love ! ” What mockery 
To use that word 1 “ But I must tell the truth. Alas! 

I have deceived thee. My love cannot enrich thy life! 



“ Here the voice ceased, for the composition had never been 
completed. By an mid chance, however, I once more rested my 
'.lands upon the keys, absorbed amidst a riot of thoughts, when to 
my horror the voice again was heard, a terrifying shriek, ending 
in a prolonged moan, as from a soul in purgatory. I quickly 
lifted my hands, and silence reigned. At length this became so 







him, but he was already dead. A post-mortem became necessary, 

ruptured. He had literally died of a broken heart. I found in 
his tightly closed hand a copy of the letter referred to in the 
music. The words were identically the same, so you see how 
accurately he had transcribed his thoughts into musical compo¬ 
sition, and how admirably his instrument had portrayed his 
emotions as well as his music. The greatest shock to me was yet 
to come. I found the envelope in which the note had been folded, 






rful instrument, that 
b when I opened it. 

thoughtlessly. 





































































box facing him, he turned it a little, as if to try the wards; then, 
pushing the box aside, he suddenly leaned forward, fixed on me 
bis peculiar eye, and abruptly asked: — 

“ Are you not possessed of a somewhat vivid imagination ? ” 

I acknowledged to being endowed with a fair share of that 

“ Do you not write for the press occasionally ? " 

I admitted that I was something of a scribe. 

“ So I thought, so I thought,” said lie, tapping the box 


thought. 









“Oh, really, you must excuse me,” I demurred, with a furtive 
eye on the box, which I began to distrust, “ water after beer — 
I couldn’t, you know—and — ” 

“ Oh, bother the water," he impatiently interrupted, suddenly 
turning the box around and pushing it over to me. 


In the side of the box that had been facing him was set a large 
glass-covered dial, around the margin of which was printed, in 





observed smilingly. 

“A paltiy dabbler in legerdemain? ” he exclaimed with irrita¬ 
tion. “I had attributed to you a finer,perception than this. I 
am aware that in person and manner I may seem eccentric, but, 




































that he clapped it under his coat and rushed out.” 

My predicament was a desperate one! 

The stranger undoubtedly would seek, by flight, to evade all 
responsibility for the frightful consequences of my folly. 

He must be found at all costs ! 

Appalled at the frightful position in which I had placed myself, 
I rushed into the street in wild pursuit. But my efforts were 
vain. And since then, though I have exhausted every expedient 
in my despairing search, not the slightest trace has been found ot 
the mysterious inventor—“the man with the box.” 
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foreign country at that time ? ” 

The man’s* face blanched, but he only looked at me steadily out 
of those mournful eyes. Now I took his other hand, and compared 
the two, line by line, mount by mount, noting the short square 
fingers, the heavy thumb, with amazing will-power in its upper 
joint, and gazing again and again at that ominous sign on Saturn. 

“ Your life has been strangely unhappy, your years have been 
clouded by some evil influence.” 

“ My God,” he said weakly, sinking into a chair, “ how can 












tie beauty of your 
1 years I have lived 




helpless little thing that its 
was strangled in its cradle, an 













to him. My sifter besi- 




eye. I 

“ An 
life ? ” 


n possible 
this man 




















bed, lapping the withered cheek of his mistress ; then settled down, 
with his head upon his paws, and his eyes fixed in appeal upon the 

In bewilderment Lenartson glanced about the room, to observe. 



















company Lenartson in the morning to Mystery Island, for the 
purpose of bringing Madaine’s body to Orr, where for a time, at 
least, it should remain, peacefully interred. 

They did not separate until about one o’clock, and then, few 
of them who had listened to the story slept much for the night. 
As for Lenartson, he threw himself dressed upon the bed, from 
which he frequently started up to pace the floor. 

All night he was haunted by the cry of Madame’s departed 
spirit for the land of its nativity. 

It lay upon him, a fearful injunction he could but obey. The 
devil-plant must in some way be overcome, the vast treasure un¬ 
earthed, and Madame’s embalmed body returned to the dear, 
sunny land of her birth. 

As the yacht was launched, he moved among them, a strangely 
silent figure, with set lips and pallid cheek, his hat pulled low 


filled in all its chambers of sense with that piteous cry. 

When they arrived at Mystery Island the mid-day sun had 
plowed his passage to the zenith without a cloud to vex his 
























A Peg-Leg Ghost. 







But I haven’t got to the strangest part of the story yet. The 
negro gave me a deed to Ins little home, a mile from the town, as 
a fee ; there were about two acres of land, a fine well of water, 
and a comfortable cabin on it. 

I tried to rent the cabin, but couldn’t get a darkey to occupy it 
for love nor money,—they all said it was haunted. In the mean¬ 
time, Harry went to the State penitentiary, and, after arriving 
there, he wrote me that I’d have to get some conjure doctor to 
“obeah ” — that is, remove the spell from the house, or no negro 
would stay on the place. 

I rented it to a Northern colored preacher, with an educated 
wife, and he moved out in three days; said it was too noisy at 
night. My next tenant was a furnace hand, with six children, 
and he stayed only one night; said there were too many colored 
women standing around the cabin at night to suit him. 

They claimed that Harry’s wife came to the well and helped ’em, 





the old sorcerer, and inadvertently I stepped into the ring old 
Cato had drawn; immediately I felt a hot streak rim down my 
leg, heard the horse-laugh of my client Harry break out exactly 
as it hail in the jail, and old Cato fell to the ground as if light- 

We poured cold water on the old fellow, and when he got so 
that he could talk, he bitterly upbraided me for breaking the 
charm, saying that the spell would now work backwards. 

And I'm willing to be branded as a monumental Ananias all 
over America, if every night you can't bear at that spot the 
familiar hobble of the fellow that I know to be safe iu the peni¬ 
tentiary walls; yon can hear his laugh, and you can see a track 
of rings as round as a dollar, that no min will erase, and punctu¬ 
ated with the dot and carry, the dent of the wooden leg and the 


It may rain floods, but the next day there is the same old peg- 
leg track, and every night from the street can be heard that same 

In the hop-scotch ring there has grown up a red flower, strange 

served as if a gardener had carefully planted them. 

Recently I had a letter from the warden of the penitentiary, 
saying that every evening just at sundown Harry dropped into a 
cataleptic sleep, from which no power could awaken him until 
the next day at dawn. 

People may sneer at conjuring as much as they like. I know 
the facts, and I know that night after night Harry’s old home is 
haunted by a live ghost. 











II, some day. It will make me famous 

ly. There undoubtedly was a curious 
j man crazy ? Or, equally unpleasant, 
few hundred dollars from me on the 
specte as a farmer? I shook my head 
















here,” he said. “ I don’t really know you very well 
ve were chums once, and so I trust you. But I want 
in promise that you will not reveal the manner in which 
* communicates with you. You are quite at liberty to 
it he says, but the way in which he says it is my dis- 
d I prefer to give it to the world myself. Do you 


“ Then come along.” 

The barn was a large, rambling old place, but we went at once 
into a roomy box-stall, in which stood a handsome black horse, 
stamping impatiently. There was a comfortably natural smell of 
hay and dust; but as I looked into the eyes of the Prince of 
Darkness, I thought I detected in them a too intelligent gleam, 
and half expected him to address me in some uncanny voice. 

Being utterly ignorant of scientific subjects and scientific terms, 
it is doubtful if I could rightly explain the manner of the Prince’s 
communication, even if I felt at liberty to do so, which is far 
from being the case. Some of my friends insist that I was hypno¬ 
tized ; that the thoughts which I believed to emanate from the 
horse were impressed on me by Walker; but I would remind you 
























snapped asunder like pack-thread, we were so 
the shouting of the excited multitude sounded 
















of a dinner-plate, 


wall of the funnel 

















as free of hair as a new-born baby’s! 1 This rooster,’ I then thought, 
‘has evidently been carried to the top of the funnel into that 
electric sea, which has stripped him of his plumage as it has me 

















10 MY INVISIBLE FRIEND. 

Roentgen rays ? And you know they claim to be able to make 
glasses, by wearing which a surgeon can literally 4 see through ’ 

“ Well, I say that somewhere in Nature, only waiting to be dis¬ 
covered, there is a certain something, by enveloping the human body 
in which, rays of light can pass directly through without obstacle; 
and which will therefore render the body absolutely invisible! ” 
He looked at me eagerly, his eyes bright, his face glowing. 

“ It sounds plausible,” I said, but without enthusiasm, for the 
truth was that I had no idea what he meant, and regarded his 

“ 4 It is not only plausible, it is so ” he answered, excitedly. 
“ There is not in my mind the slightest doubt of the existence of 






























take me by surprise. For I was the only human being who knew 

tried to deny, how thoroughly I believed in it. 

Each night, after going to my room, I locked and bolted the 
door, and then gave the small room a thorough search. I poked 
under the bed and in the wardrobe with a cane; I stood in the 
middle of the floor and jabbed all around, quickly and scientifi¬ 
cally. I had complained before because the place was so tiny; 
now it seemed too large for me. 

I understood thoroughly and sympathized, with the nervous 
fears of those who believe in ghosts; and how much more reason 










A moment’s pause, then the voice relaxed, and gently, and with 
a little happy laugh, murmured : — 

“ Don’t be childish, Emerson ! You know I’m here, don’t you? 
Not only in voice, but in flesh. Why should you * go mad ’ over 
your inability to see me, any more than because you can’t see a 
friend when you can hear him through a telephone ? ” 

Though a trifle reassured, I still shook with dread, and Elliott 
said good-humoredly: — 

“ Come here ! Oh, I forgot,” — with a really boyish laugh, — 
“you don’t know where ‘here’ is! Well, I warn you. I’m 
coming to you, and to shake your hand,” and I heard footsteps 
cross the floor, and felt the hearty grasp of his hand on mine. 

“ There — run your hand up my arm ! 11 has the regular * feel ’ 
of flesh, hasn’t it?” 
























evidently thought that he had been under the influence of liquor. 
Mrs. Barker sniffed contemptuously, and said she only hoped the 
pistol-shots hadn't damaged the woodwork. One man even said 
consolingly 

“You'll sleep it off, old fellow,” while Mis. Marvin wept 
hysterically. 

But Coleman said slowly: — 

“Well, it’s deuced queer; but when I heard Mrs. Marvin 















Y INVISIBLE FRIEND. 


vin, tearful and still badly frightened, vowing that she v 
up all night and leave in the morning; Marvin, pale and 
but a trifle shame-faced; Coleman and Gaines puzzled ant 
angry; Mrs. Barker and others openly contemptuous; 

with fright. 

I climbed slowly up to my room. No one had noticed 
conspirator. Should I go in and speak to him — ask hin 

No. I decided that what I needed was rest from Elli< 












Tunnel Number Six. 


EXTENDING for thousands of feet beneath the 
earth's surface, joined by a vast labyrinth of 
tunnels and leads, the great iron mines of 
Maitland, New South Wales, still yield their 
riches to the hardy toilers with sledge and bar, 
as they have done for scores of years al¬ 
ready past and probably will continue to do for centuries to come. 

Yet deep down in that mammoth excavation there is a vein of 
the richest magnetic iron ore, where the miners never strike a 
blow and where visitors are rarely shown. This remarkable lead 
is locally designed as The Haunted Vein,— why and with what 
appropriateness may be judged from the following bit of history, 
which has never before appeared in print. 


Early in the spring of 1893, a miner who was toiling alone at 
the farthest extremity of this big vein was suddenly startled by 
hearing the cry of a human voice, coming, apparently, from be¬ 
yond the very wall which formed the end of the lead. The 
man uttered an answering cry and, witli his heavy sledge poised 
in air, listened for a repetition of the thrilling sound. 

“ Surely I must have been mistaken,” he mused, as he again 
lifted the ponderous hammer, but the next instant the steel sledge 
fell clattering to the rocky floor, as a distinctly audible cry j>ealed 
up from the jet black face of the far-reaching wall of ore: — 

“Help! Help!” 

“God above us,” gasped the startled man, “there’s some one 
entombed here,” and, turning, he sprang away to give the alarm 
at the main shaft. 

scending in a big cage just as Miner Chessman appeared, and the 
excited man called upon them to stop. 







311 of his superior. 
j sledge to resume 
nal for “knocking 




















TUNNEL NUMBER 8IX. 

listening in vain for some sound which should furnish a cle 
the mystery. But none came, until, just previous to the 
when the “day shift” was about to quit work, one of 
watchers suddenly raised his hand with a warning gesture. 

Both men listened, and each distinctly heard a clicking sc 
as of some one beyond the barrier picking at the iron. r 
came a faint moan of bitter distress, followed by the distil 
audible sounds of a human voice, calling in agonized appeal: 

“Help! Help! God save me or I shall perish.” 

This cry was immediately f 
though the suffering victim hai 
ing this final call for aid. The 


Immediately the two miner 
















with the problem of reflected sound. Then they asked innumer¬ 
able questions and—they, too, finally departed, having acknowl¬ 
edged to the management their inability to cope with the mystery. 

But now there had appeared with their assistants two celebrated 
professors, one English and one German, who had been dispatched 
by their respective universities to make exhaustive study of The 
Haunted Vein, the remarkable history of which had been re- 
These grave men came fully 












plainly identified the speaker as l 
To-day, three years later, the 
completed their investigations. I 












of the following day 
good health, with j 

















They are, without exception, men oi 
1 or political importance, with good 



















tions, supposing that this study had been kept up continuously 
even .to the present day. With your keen perception you 
can readily see that such a class of 







































most of the younger to show an eager interest and to pass about 
the hint of a masquerade, he took a step forward, deftly lifted the 
peaked hood* drew it over his head, and dropped down before his 
face a eurtain-like visor with breathing-hole and disks of colored 
glass set before the eyes. 

“ I must ask,” went on the disguised figure before them, “ that 
no man lift his visor after leaving this room until our return to 
the hotel. Also, as this is a secret expedition, I must ask the 

until 1 make it public. M. Zouzan and his manager go under the 

The old man touched a bell. Folding doom at one side slid 
back, disclosing a table spread with substantials, and waiters in 

As the men came back into the main dressing-room, talking and 
laughing in high good humor, they found the long table piled 
with the masquerading robes —and as eaoh received his garment 
he gave his promise of secreoy. 

The manager then led the monk-like procession through the 










forward, looked, and then listened, while a marvelous voice sang 
Martini's marvelous “ Swan-Song of the Queen.” 

As the tragic tones of the heart-break had their last-echoed repe¬ 
tition, ‘‘La Diva Mariana!” shouted the musicians, and fairly 




































































































briefly demonstrate, 
that Prof. Henry 
» murder, cupidity 




















As he spoke these words, he brought the : 
fragile death-mask with a crash that sent its 










They had parted with some hot words on his 
moment later he had regretted, and with the ] 
































ct shortly followed. 

hureton’s marriage, the professor of 
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The Black Cat 





















